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Summary: While often spending time with America or Japan; England 
never seemed interested in either or always brushed off Erance ' s 
flirting. But how will all the other nations feel when they meet the 
secret husband of the quite brooding nation? And will America be able 
to take the heartache/shock ! Scot landxEngland, America vs Scotland, 
ErancexAmerica YAOI (Lemon/Smut) 


1 . Chapter 1 

**This fic is based on the UK; which is the united Kingdom of the 
countries Scotland and England** 

**In fan based traditions this would make them a married couple. Look 
up the fan wiki for information if needed; but this is just me 
working on fan based information.** 

**Please review, follow and favourite** 

**Darkpheonix666** 

England sat in his chair quietly staring absentmindedly out of the 
window; America was having another rant today about his many 
achievements. God he wished the idiot would just shut up 
sometimes . 

He couldn't wait to go home and sit in his chair at home and enjoy 
peace and quiet. Listen to the birds in the tree's and read a book. 
Make a cup of tea and maybe a glass of red wine; after all it was a 
Eriday . 

"Please let this be over soon" he muttered crossly under his breath. 
He was counting the hours till this god damn meeting was 
over . 


Suddenly America stopped talking; there were loud footsteps 



approaching the meeting room in quick strides. The bookshelf was 
shaking and everyone could feel the vibrations on the ground. 

"Mama Mia; we having an earthquake" Italy cried anxiously beginning 
to tremble. He remembered long ago his Great Grandpa Pompeii had 
dealt with such a thing when Vesuvius erupted destroying his home. 

His Grandpa Rome had told him about such things when he was very 
small . 

"Stand your ground; Qvuick grab all ze weapons you have" Germany 
yelled firmly. He was no going to falter in the face of an 
enemy . 

Suddenly the meeting room doors slammed open practically rattling the 
hinges and silencing the room. A redheaded young man with gleaming 
green eyes and wearing an all blue uniform; apart from the white 
shirt and stripe stood before them. 

He had a cigarette in his mouth and was wearing black gloves; his 
expression was annoyed and impatient. He scanned the room quickly 
until his eyes laid upon the blonde brit sitting in the corner of the 
room . 

England could practically feel his eyes burning into his back; god 
why couldn't he just be patient and waited till he got home? Then 
again he was always like this ... Impatient prick that he 
was . 

"Urn... Excuse me?" America whimpered quietly. He was not the kind of 
man to ever get scared of anyone; but this guy's aura practically 
radiated intimidation. 

The redhead said nothing and simply removed the cigarette from his 
mouth and snubbed it on the table leaving a burn mark. His green eyes 
pierced the blonde intently not one faltering his stare to blink. 

He marched past Germany and Italy not even acknowledging their 
presence. He was more interested in having a word with his companion 
over in the corner. He had a few words for that work absorbed son of 
a bitch. 

They had been apart for some years now; but been together for 300. It 
was a rare moment he was able to spend time with England. And on the 
day he arrived for his stay with him; he was at the fucking 
office . 

He eventually reached England's chair looming over the blonde his 
green eyes piercing the others. His eyes roamed his rosy cheeks and 
toned body; while many didn't say it England was quite a well built 
individual . 

England peered up at the redhead quietly trying not to give away that 
he was internally shitting himself. He would never admit it; but this 
guy was the only person who could truly scare him. 

"Urn... I..." he stammered quietly. God how was he going to explain 
this to the others; he had meant to for a while but it just never 
came up. 


Suddenly he felt two gloved hands grab his cheeks and before he knew 



it Scotland was kissing him passionately. He tensed up at first out 
of shock but eventually gave into Scotland's desire. 


Meanwhile the others simply stared in awe and shock; who the hell was 
this guy and why was England letting him kiss him? They seemed to 
know each other but how? England never talked about his personal 
lif e . 

America simply stood there his eyes wide and shock filling his body 
completely. He loved England dearly and he had raised him like a 
brother. Over time his brotherly affections had become romantic. 

But now here was his beloved Arthur/England being kissed by some 
unknown country. And what was worse that England wasn't refusing him 
at all. 

Eventually the redhead pulled away slowly; a small trail of drool 
parting from their lips. He pouted crossly at England a look of hurt 
and annoyance upon his face. 

England simply stared in awe for a few minutes eventually becoming 
embarrassed from what had happened. An annoyed frown spread across 
his face and he sighed heavily after the public display which had 
occurred . 

"You really couldn't wait for me to come home?" England sighed 
crossly. He wasn't annoyed that he had interrupted the meeting; he 
was more annoyed that he had simply not texted him as an excuse to 
leave . 

"Ye bloody well know I couldnae" The redhead said crossly. England 
had promised him he would hurry home from the meeting to see him. But 
instead he had made him wait so he got impatient. 

England sighed again and rubbed his eye space between his nose; He 
knew Scotland got impatient sometimes. He was glad he was only pissed 
off and in a more tolerable mood; if he was at his full rage he would 
have done a lot more damage. 

His partner truly could be a pain in the ass but he loved him; sure 
he sometimes scared the shit out of him and he could out drink him 
better than America. But he was also very protective, very passionate 
and deep down a huge softie. 

"Urn. .. England whom exactly is this?" Germany asked curiously. They 
seemed to know each other intimately judging by that display of 
affection. The problem was England had never mentioned the guy 
before . 

England remembered where he was and sat up slowly; the game was up 
and he couldn't hide it anymore. I mean they were bound to find out 
sometime; he had just been worried about America 
overreacting . 

Scotland stood where he was but moved closer to England's chair; he 
saw how America was looking at him. They had given themselves to each 
other a long time ago; sure he wasn't exactly the easiest partner to 
deal with sometimes. But he loved England dearly and he chose him a 
long time ago for a reason. 



"I've been meaning to tell you about this for some time; 
unfortunately the opportunity never came up..." England began slowly 
annoyance hinted in his tone. 

He wasn't ashamed of the relationship; far from it in fact. Their 
relationship wasn't really traditional standards but they understood 
each other in a way most others couldn't. They kept no secrets and 
Scotland was always there for England to fall back on. 

He raised his hand slowly at the redhead "This is my _husband 
_Scotland; but you can call him Alistair Kirkland" England explained 
firmly . 

The room went quiet and America felt his stomach tighten and a sickly 
feeling sweep over him. Iggy...his big brother figure and crush... was 
_married? !_ 


2. C2 : No rivals accepted 

**I would like to point out that Scotland is not bullying America; he 
is simply showing protectiveness over England** 

**America is crushing on his husband; while England has maternal 
brotherly love for him. Which makes it unrequited** 

Scotland buried his nose in England's hair fondly breathing in the 
smell of his apple shampoo fondly. They each had their own scented 
shampoo; red apple for England and Lavender & Lemon for Scotland. 

He was sat on the edge of England's chair quietly marking his 
territory; he had heard a few times how America got very clingy with 
his husband. He never showed that he got jealous of others; only 
England knew that secret. 

Eventually America found his voice "So... Urn how long have you guys 
been together?" he asked nervously. 

England blinked and rubbed his chin thoughtfully "Well ... since we 
were first engaged when we became the United Kingdom. I'd say 
about... 300 years?" he said casually. 

America felt his stomach drop and shock fill him. So England had been 
_married _when he first adopted him as a child? ! He never would have 
guessed England to be such a monogamist. 

Scotland smiled fondly and played with England's hair "Best 300 years 
of ma life" he said gently affection obvious in his 
eyes . 

Unbeknownst to the others England could be quite passionate and 
dominant in bed when Scotland let him top. The times when he was 
really good at pounding Scotland was when he was pissed off or 
annoyed; because he focused his anger into his movements. 

The pair shared a love for gardening and had a beautiful garden 
filled with what each other loved. They had agreed to arrange the 
garden 50/50 so they could each have a part of themselves when they 
went outside into their backyard. 



Heather, bluebells, purple primroses and a few thistles for 
Scotland's patch; they were so Scotland could be reminded of home. 
They were well cared for and brought out darker colours into the 
garden . 

Then there were Buttercups, assorted roses. Orange blossom and 
primroses for England's patch. Bright beautiful flowers that were 
sweet and warmed your soul; just like England did to Scotland. When 
England was away Scotland made sure to keep them well cared for as he 
loved his husband dearly; and he knew his flowers meant a lot to 
him. 

"So do you share a house?" Germany asked hesitantly feeling awkward. 
While it was traditional for couples to live together; England and 
Scotland were always busy with work. So where the hell would they 
stay? 

Scotland pouted "Aye we do; but this absent minded prick tends to put 
work afore me" he muttered crossly. 

Sometimes England would be called to help America or Erance with 
battle or trading meaning he had to leave home. This meant leaving 
Scotland alone for long periods of time giving the Scotsman little 
other choice than to go to work himself. 

"Vhat?! You mean you leave unt husband alone? England vhat the hell?" 
Germany snapped crossly. 

No wonder poor Scotland came all the way here to see his husband; if 
he was putting his work as a country before his marriage than no 
wonder Scotland was upset. 

"IT'S NOT MY EAULT ! " England snapped crossly. Half the time America 
would buy his plane tickets before him without asking him so he had 
no choice. 

"Oh and vhy is that?!" Germany asked suspiciously. He had no idea 
England could be so selfish; no wonder nobody wanted to hang out with 
him . 

England pointed at America crossly "Because that stupid wanker always 
buys my tickets without my consent. He always wants me to come over 
and hang out even when I'm busy. I can't even begin to count how many 
date nights or mid shags I've had to put on halt because of that 
pillock!" He raged angrily. 

America had no decency to ask before he came up with arrangements; he 
just thought that because he had an idea they would be available. It 
was the reason he pissed off so many other nations and created 
strained relationships. 

America pouted "But I thought you liked Hockey or July 1st; you 
always used to hang out with me back then. I remember as a kid you 
always used to take me trick or treating and make snacks with me" he 
whimpered tearfully. 

"Yes but you're not a fucking child anymore America! You're 20 years 
old! You need to act more like an adult than a naive clueless dolt!" 
England snapped f rustratedly . 



While America was a great tactician in the war and very big brains; 
he often made it hard to believe by making such stupid decisions. The 
most idiotic one he had made as a country was to allow Trump to run 
as president. 

Germany sighed heavily; he knew America could be somewhat clueless 
but this was insane. No wonder England was always losing his temper 
when it came to matters about him; he kind of pitied the nation for 
what he must have dealt with over the years . 

Scotland shot an intense glare of hatred at America; so it was this 
guy's fault that England was so busy and was always away. This stupid 
idiot was always bothering him to hang out with him; judging by this 
he was single too. 

"I see how it is noo; my poor mannie is always awa because America is 
kicking his arse to spend time wi him" Scotland hissed sharply. 

His green eyes filled with anger, jealousy and hatred. He knew of the 
past with England and America; how his beloved had been so kind as to 
adopt the boy and raise him. But now he felt that America was pushing 
their relationship into forbidden bounds. 

"Eh?" America said in confused tone. He asked England to spend time 
with him because he thought he was ignoring him. Yes he did love 
England dearly and had a crush on him; but he didn't know he was 
married . 

It did hurt knowing his beloved guardian belonged to someone else; 
but if England was happy with this guy then he wanted him to stay 
that way. However by pestering him he had accidentally dug himself 
into a shit pile. 

England went quiet his body filling with rational fear; He did love 
his husband dearly but he was quite terrified of his temper. He was 
just glad it was aimed at America and not him; otherwise he would be 
sobbing in a ball on the floor. 

Scotland got up off the chair where he was sitting beside England; he 
marched up towards the front next to the whiteboard where America was 
standing . 

As he approached America he loomed over the shorter man intently; he 
was taller than England and America. So he was very intimidating to 
other countries; which worked as an advantage. 

"So ye got a thing for my fella have ye noo?" Scotland scowled 
menacingly. He had caught other nations checking out his husband 
before and shown England belonged to him. 

He would do the same to America; sure he was a big nation. But he 
lacked the balls, courage and ferocity that Scotland had. He wasn't 
called the land of the free; home of the brave for no 
reason . 

"Well . . . I . . . that is..." America stammered nervously. He wasn't the 
type to get scared by anyone; but he was shitting himself in front of 
the redheaded nation. 


Scotland grabbed America's jacket lifting the younger nation clean 



off the floor. He pulled his face so close to his America could 
practically smell the tobacco and whiskey on his breath. 

"Listen here laddie; I dinnae ken who the fuck ye think ye are; but 
England is _my _fella. I fought long and hard to get to where we are 
noo" Scotland fumed coldly. 

Actions spoke louder than words; and Scotland was good at that. He 
could give England kisses that made his legs go weak. He could hug 
him to tight he practically squeezed the life out of him. 

But the cherry on the cake was when it came to the bedroom; Scotland 
could drive England insane to the point of tears when they had sex. 
Many times he had teased and seduced England leaving the blonde 
country breathless and mind blown. 

And he was not about to let some cocky, naive, clueless, hot headed 
young fool steal England from him. What this little fool felt was not 
_true _love but puppy love; affections that developed over time from 
adoration and idolization. 

America went quiet and trembled slightly; if possible Scotland's eyes 
would glow with flames of how angry he was. He was tempted to start 
crying out of how much fear and adrenaline was coursing through him. 
However he held his ground and kept the tears at bay. 

"Ye are to back the fuck off of my England. I've chased off admirers 
smaller than ye laddie; and ye aren't any different" Scotland warned 
sharply . 

With that he let go of America causing him to fall on the floor; he 
didn't care if it hurt him. It would perhaps wake him up from the 
idiotic dream he had to be with _his _partner. 

America made an oof sound as he hit the floor; the fall didn't really 
hurt him but the fact that his feelings for England would never be 
returned did. His relationship with America would forever be 
_brothers _and nothing more. 

England got up slowly; he may not have loved America romantically but 
he had practically raised the nation as his own. What he felt for 
America was parental or maternal love; which was just as strong as 
romantic . 

"America..." he started quietly. 

America said nothing; his feelings were hurt more than his pride. It 
was hard to accept that all the times England had spent time with him 
alone it was out of brotherly love rather than romantic. 

England knelt down beside the younger nation quietly; even if he 
acted like a big shot America was still very immature deep down. This 
is why he never told anyone because America would sulk like 
this . 

"America look at me" he said firmly. He needed to clear this up now 
or it would build a bigger rift than they already had. 

America looked up at him his eyes teary and his expression a sulk; he 
was suffering his first heartbreak and it sucked. 



England sighed heavily; part of him wanted to laugh a little at 
seeing the great united states crying; the other pitied the poor 
guy . 

"America I may not love you _romant ically ; _but you still mean a 
great deal to me" England explained gently. 

Scotland may not have liked the fact that America wanted to fuck his 
husband; but he did admire the brotherly love that England had for 
the other nation. "Aye laddie; my Arthur cares a great deal for ye" 
he admitted his tone hinting stubborn airs. 

America sniffed; the idea that England still cared for him in a non 
romantic way made him feel a little better. At least that meant he 
was important to the older nation in some way "Y...You mean it Iggy?" 
he sniffed sadly. 

England smiled at the nickname America gave him; he hadn't used that 
name since he was child. It showed that deep down the younger nation 
still had the innocence of his childhood somewhere inside him. 

"Yes I do Alfred; now stop moping its childish for someone your age" 
England scolded firmly. 

America's eyes welled up with fresh tears again; he clung to the 
older blonde and sobbed into his jacket. He knew the others would 
tease him about this for a long time but right now he didn't 
care . 

England sighed heavily and mouthed "I'm sorry" at Scotland. He was 
rather embarrassed at the scene America was making. Gingerly he 
patted the youngsters head to soothe him but didn't hug 
him . 

Eventually America pulled away his eyes red and puffy from crying; he 
sighed heavily once he was done bawling. He sat down where he was 
quietly not saying anything. 

England then pulled away and stood beside his partner tentatively. He 
would really need a glass of wine and a good shag when he got back. 

It would do him some good relief from all the stress that had 
happened today. 

"Artie; can we be af noo? I'm tired o standin around" Scotland asked 
impatiently. He had already waited years to see him. In the time they 
would have together he wanted to make the most of it. 

"Ah yes; I'm sorry gentlemen I'll be off now" England apologized 
politely and walked out the door gingerly taking Scotland's hand in 
his own. 

Germany said nothing but watched quietly; he himself was a fiery 
fighter. But he would never fuck around with Scotland if he was 
capable of making the great USA whimper like a young pup. 

"Wow; England's husband a sure is a cool" Italy sighed dreamily. 
England was so lucky having a loving and loyal partner like that who 
would literally frighten away rivals. He only wished Germany would be 
as loving. 



"Cool... is not ze vord" Germany muttered quietly. 


3 . C3 : Only you can see 

England walked through the front door with Scotland draped around him 
affectionately. He was about ready to relax after all that had 
happened today. All she could think of was bed right now. He had been 
completely worn out by Scotland's little entrance at the meeting. He 
just hoped she could rest before anything _interesting 
_happened . 

"Ye look knackered my wee lamb" Scotland cooed gently. He knew that 
she overdid it a bit upon his little arrival; but he had gotten 
impatient. Since the day they met he had never been able to leave 
England alone; especially when his gut knew something was up. 

"I feel it" England muttered crossly. His bed was what he needed 
right now; just to lay down on his mattress and forget everything 
that had happened. As if meetings weren't stressful enough; he had 
been forced to comfort a crybaby America from his scary jealous 
lover . 

"How aboot I help ye relax?" Scotland teased nibbling his ear 
playfully. He had missed England badly and he wanted to enjoy every 
inch of him. He smelled of cologne and tea; and he loved that about 
him . 

England tensed his body and stiffened; he had missed Scotland dearly. 
However from past experience when they were reunited in the past; 
Scotland would hold nothing back. While he liked the intense 
passionate sex the two shared; his body was drained of energy due to 
shock . 

"Alistair..." England said hesitantly using his given name; he only 
ever used it when serious; other times he just called him by his 
countries name. He was one of the rare few that he called by their 
first name; next to Wales and Ireland. 

"Hmm?" Scotland said fondly kissing his head. He wanted to ravage the 
hell out of England right here and now; but he wouldn't force him. No 
he wanted it slow and intense so that he would have his lover 
begging . 

"Would ... would you mind if we rested before we do anything? That 
little fiasco earlier drained my energy" England asked quietly. The 
fear he had felt when Scotland had shown up had taken a lot out of 
him; however he was no against snuggling with his beloved. He loved 
being close to Scotland and breathing in his familiar smell of 
nicotine and perfume. 

Scotland stopped and pouted; he had a feeling England was feeling 
guilty about that America kid. He just hoped that he hadn't planted a 
seed in his beloved's subconscious . Like he said people had tried to 
steal his England through sneaky means or force; but every time 
England had returned to his embrace. 

"This aint aboot that wee fella America is it?" he asked firmly his 
tone hinting anger. Jealousy began to tug at his heart; had America 



subtly hinted intimate intentions with England and swayed his heart? 
God he felt sick at the thought of England being taken away by 
someone else. 

England shot a glare at him and grabbed his chin angrily "I told you 
America is like a _brother _to me; nothing more. If I didn't _love 
_you I wouldn't have married you! I'm not up for sex because your 
entrance scared the shit out of me!" he snapped angrily. The reason 
England had become so jumpy over the years since his past was because 
of his husband; but could you blame him? 

Yes his husband scared him; sometimes he daren't even complain around 
the guy and just hid things. However as much as he was afraid of his 
husband's temper; he loved him dearly. Because he had been there when 
America left him; because he accepted his darkness and loved him 
regardless. He hadn't abandoned him when other nations had; he stayed 
strong and stood beside him. 

Scotland blinked quietly a look of confusion and surprise on his face 
"I scared ye?" he said in surprise. He had no idea he had shaken up 
his beloved so much by appearing unexpectedly. He had been warned by 
Ireland once that his temper could sometimes be a bit intimidating 
upon first impressions. 

England chuckled ironically "You're probably the only person who can" 
he said fondly. He himself had never been afraid of Russia or even 
Germany. The only person who could make his blood turn to ice was his 
husband . 

Scotland's expression softened and he turned England's face to look 
at his own; their green eyes locked with each others. They spoke no 
words and simply read each other's energy; energy which read _"I will 
never hurt you"_ 

"I didnae mean tae scare ye Arthur" Scotland said gently his tone 
apologetic. He hated scaring his lover unless it was fondly like when 
they read ghost stories or watched horror movies. 

England blushed gently; he knew he meant it. He could see in his eyes 
how generally sorry he was. But on top of that Scotland never lied; 
he may have acted brashly but he was always honest. He was one of the 
rare nations that didn't lie next to Germany, Canada and Japan; while 
other nations had no problem doing so. 

"I... I know" he said quietly his cheeks flushing red. God he could 
get lost in those eyes forever; they reminded him of the ocean before 
a storm. But that was quite fitting for Scotland; the storm only he 
could tame. 

Slowly Scotland lowered his hand and picked up England bridal style; 
the train across had been bothersome. Screaming kids and annoying 
teenagers on their phones; he had made it to see England on whiskey 
and pure passion. 

He wanted to be close to his lover; he wanted to feel him next to 
him. He could wait for England to want him; he trusted him enough to 
know that he would only ever crave him. But watching England's 
sleeping face and cuddling up beside his little body; that was even 
better . 



England was somewhat flustered by Scotland's bold gesture; he was 
used to it mind you but it had been a while. He had always been the 
Uke in their relationship and Scotland the Seme; but when he looked 
into those green eyes he went weak. 

Scotland made him weak in the knees; he made his body ache with 
pleasure, he made him cry so loud the heavens could hear it. But 
above all it was because he could show his weakness around Scotland; 
he could show his more fragile side he never showed anyone. Scotland 
made all his sadness and troubles wash away like sand on a beach. He 
warmed his heart and made him feel at peace. But above all he was his 
home to return to after everything; and that was why he loved 
him. 

"I love you Alistair" he said gently nuzzling against the redhead's 
buff chest. His smell was so familiar and comforting; he didn't want 
to be anywhere else right now. He just wanted to stay in these strong 
arms just forget; then fall into a blissful sleep next to 
him. 

Scotland smiled and stifled a laugh; god he was married to the cutest 
guy in the entire world. He loved how stubborn his little brit could 
be; especially in the bedroom. "I ken ye dee; yer wee body tells me 
ye dee" Scotland said affectionately his tone hinting mischief. The 
way England reacted to his touch, his kiss, his mouth and his 
fingers; that's how he knew he loved him. 

England blushed intensely and bowed his head quietly; he had the 
crudest partner in the world. But he also had the most loving and 
loyal partner in the world; only he knew how kind the nation could 
be . 

He saw the man underneath the beastly warrior so many feared. He saw 
the good underneath what others called ugly; because they both 
embraced and accepted each other's darkness and licked each other's 
wounds . 

Only they could see what other's couldn't; and not want to run 
away . 


End 
f lie . 



